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Madame Dezaymeries felt a deep concern at these lonely
expeditions from which Fabien would return with bleeding
hands, and sometimes with dead leaves in his hair. She was
alarmed to find that she felt lost when he was not with her, and
that the companionship of Joseph brought her no comfort.
Joseph, at this time, was a thin, tall youth who walked with a
stoop, knew the names of all the cures of all the parishes of the
diocese, and found his chief pleasure in playing on a miniature
harmonium.

It was in the course of these holidays that, realizing her pre-
ference for Fabien, she sternly sat in judgment on her feelings
and decided that her much-loved son must be sent away from
home. She saw only too well what joy it would be for her to
grow old with him beside her, and indulged herself with the
thought that she might suffer the more by rejecting the sweet
temptation. She began to speak to him of the ficole des Chartes,
which was the obvious goal of anyone who had so strong a taste
for the history of the Middle Ages* In this way her passion for
self-sacrifice led her to plan the establishment of her son in that
city where every passion can be gratified.

No incident came to disturb the family circle, where Fanny
Barrett's name was no longer mentioned. In July Fabien took
his baccalaureat, and the family removed once again to the
country. There, in Les Landes, the sand concentrates the heat of
heaven, and the crowding trees present a barrier that stops and
turns aside the promise of cool breezes. All three were so con-
sumed by inner heat as to be insensible to the torrid weather*
Joseph, when daylight ebbed, rehearsed the reading of his
breviary with the aid of a black-bound book crammed with
sacred pictures. Fabien avoided his brother, but could not escape
the rigour of the dog-days. In the pitiless blaze of aoon he would
lie with a book by Pere Gratry on the bank of the stream where
the warm moisture of the spongy moss brought refreshment to
his body. The heathy wastes were filled with the tumult of
cicadas. Blue or tawny dragonflies hovered above the bracken